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seeing the blue shades
on the distant shores of the sky.
The finger-tips of the painter
slow down
beholding the beautiful form.
A love yearns
for a feeling of losing himself;
when he loses himself,
he does not have any feeling,
the directions will change
before he reaches his goal.
There is a pain in the knowledge
and a suspicion in the pain,
the boon of knowledge
is an unanswered eternal question.
The journey from the unknown
to the unknown is knowledge.
Knowledge is hazardous,
knowledge is a fascinating trouble.
Knowledge is the tale of the journey
of defeats of the incompetent man.
Knowledge is an elixir,
the definition of the pain of life.
Knowledge is the power of truth,
the language of expression
of helplessness.
Knowledge is the sacrificial fire
that can born and turn
all actions into ashes.
It is also true that action
can extinguish it,
as drenched firewood
slows down the fire.
The multitude of sinful actions
will fill the fire of knowledge
with its shadows and slows down